32       WITH THE SWAMIS IN AMERICA

me about my age and occupation, etc. Then he
said: "See here, Mr. K. knows a little Sans-
krit/' "Yes, Swami," I replied, "he is so
clever. I am afraid you will be disgusted with
me. I do not know even the Sanskrit alphabet."

"Oh, never mind/' he said, "what shall you
do with Sanskrit? It takes a lifetime to master
it, you can use your time better. Be Mother's
child and think always of Her. But Mr. K., I
see, is a very good man, he is past middle age
and yet he is not married. Is not that excel-
lent?"

"Yes, Swami, he is one of the old students,
he is our best friend and he knows Swami ji."

"Oh, I am so glad. You will also know
Swamiji, in time."

"Swami," I said, "did Mr. K. repeat Sans-
krit Shiokasto you?"

" No, he only told me that he was studying a
little Sanskrit."

"Oh, Mr. K.," I said, "do give us some of
your Shiokas. Swami will be so glad to hear
them." Mr. K. did not require much urging as
well I knew and at once he began: Vasansi
jirnani yatha vihaya, etc. "As a man casting
off worn-out garments takes new ones, so the
dweller in the body, casting off worn-out bodies
entereth into others that are new."

"Ah, ah! How nice! Go on Mr. K., it is
excellent," said the Swami. Mr. K. beamed all
over; he was so pleased that the Swami liked the